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winced. She neither relished nor appreciated this
new note of wonderment which had crept into their
expressions of admiration. It was one thing to be
admired because one was so lovely, and quite an-
other thing to be admired because one was still so
lovely. She did not belong to the sort of woman
who, half-way through her life, can change her
manner and inaugurate a new existence; she pos-
sessed an art of her own, but that particular art was
beyond her. Had she died at thirty, people would
have exclaimed at the tragedy; they would have
been better advised to exclaim at the tragedy of her
living on to forty-two, the age when she caught her
own fingers so badly in the trap she had set for
Sebastian.

It was the last flare-up of her passing youth,
compounded of sweet delirium and wild terrors.
There were moments during that London season
of nineteen hundred and six when she was either
happier or more miserable than she had ever been
in her life. Her relations with Sebastian would
seem to have reached the crest of their perfection,
until, as climbing in hilly country, yet another
crest appeared and another, and still no limit came
in sight. And everything that most delighted her
was given to her now at the same time: the pageant
of the Season, the full exciting existence in Lon-
don, the crowds, the colour, the hot streets by day,
the cool balconies at night, the flowers filling the
rooms and the flower-girls with baskets at the
street corners, the endless parties with people
streaming in and out of doors and up and down